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Summary: 


Richie has been in an abusive relationship with Connor since the last 
year of college, but he never told the losers- too deep in the closet 
and far to under Connors control to say anything. 

When Richie is on FaceTime one day and receives a particularly bad 
beating from his boyfriend. The losers reaction seems extreme to him, 
but is really much needed. 


Stitch me up (don’t tear me apart) 
Author's Note: 


Heya! This is p dark but I’ve been writing it and re- 
writing it in my head for a few weeks and I needed 
to get it out here I guess! This is my first fic, so 
please be kind! This is not proofread so I apologise 
for any grammatical errors and spelling mistakes, 
most of this is written at midnight or later. Anyways! 
Let me know if you'd be interested in anymore @& 
e 


Richie was sat at the kitchen island with his laptop in front of him, 
screen split between FaceTime and some emails from the editor for 
his new script. He was signed to make a Netflix special of entirely his 
own material and he was ecstatic about it. 

He was laughing with the losers as they caught up, their FaceTime 
sessions had been a weekly thing since they left Derry for college, 
and the ritual had continued in the years since. 

Richie had just spat out a reply that had the whole group in fits of 
giggles when a sound outside had him frozen. A panicked look spread 
across his face as he scrambled to get off the stool he sat on. 

Eddie and Beverly of course, were the first to notice, Bev quietly but 
concernedly called a “Richie?” 

Eddie followed it with a “what’s wrong rich?” His voice laced with 
concern. 

Richie paused in his mad dash back and forth from the sight of his 
laptops camera to mumble a reply of. “He’s home early. Shit, SHIT! 
He’s home early” the panic was evident in his voice as he ran a hand 
through his already wild hair “I’m gonna mute the call, I’ll probably 
be back in half an hour or so, don’t worry if I don’t come back” he 
spat off quickly, pressing the mute button on his laptop and 
expanding the email tab to full screen so the FaceTime call couldn’t 
be seen. 

What Richie had failed to notice was he didn’t mute his microphone 
and his camera was still active, so the losers could see and hear 
everything he was doing. 

After a few more seconds of dashing about he planted himself back in 


his seat and pretended to be making notes on the email in a 
notebook. 

The faint sound of keys sliding into the lock was heard in the 
FaceTime call, the losers quiet from the shock of how off Richie was 
acting. Richie was a cocky and confident bastard, and never seemed 
like he would panic about anything the way he just had. 

The door swung open, violently hitting the wall beside it , making 
Richie flinch. “Richie!” A voice called. It didn’t sound like a friendly 
call most would expect from someone who seemed like they were 
coming home from work, no. It seemed violent, like it was laced with 
underlying malice and anger. 

Richie didn’t seem to have any reaction, his face becoming more 
neutral as he called “ in the kitchen babe!” In a casual voice. 
Footsteps came down the hall until Richie could see the man stood in 
the doorway in the corner of his eye. 

“What the FUCK is this?!” The man shouted, and Richie could see the 
carton of raisins he had eaten earlier being dangled between his 
fingers as he marched over toward him. 

A hand grabbed him by the shirt, pulling him back off the stool and 
out of the cameras sight. 

“Pm sorry” Richie pleaded, “ I didn’t. Mean to i was just so hungry I 
just-“ he tried to explain but it was cut off with a sharp slap. A gasp 
of pain was audible even on the shitty laptop microphone. 

“I guess you don’t get to eat tomorrow then you fat ass” was the 
harsh tone that replied, and he released Richie from his grip, falling 
to a heap on the floor. 

Richie looked up at the other, wide eyed “what? No please, Connor, 
baby, Pll purge it please just let me eat tomorrow, I'll do anything 
please” he begged, and he couldn’t help but think how pathetic it was 
that he was begging to be allowed to eat in a pile in the middle of his 
own kitchen. 

Connor smirked down at him, “ Go fucking purge it then dumbass! 
Get your pathetic ass up and get that disgusting stuff out of your 
body!” He commanded. 

The comedian nodded frantically and shakily stood up, flinching 
when he was smacked on the back as a silent ‘hurry up’ as he headed 
to the sink. 

He stared at the sink for a moment before a harsh cough startled him 
from the blankness in his brain and he immediately began as 
instructed, shoving his long fingers down his through until he gagged 


and retched. It took a little while but he managed to purge the final 
contents of his stomach to Connor’s standards. 

Just as he want to straighten himself from his slouch over the sink a 
large hand grabbed the back of his neck and he immediately cried 
out as he was pushed to the counter and held down with the other 
hand 

“No please!” He squirmed under the grip “please don’t! I don’t want 
to Connor! Please-“. A choked gasp cut him off as the hand on the 
back of his neck pushed to the front, squeezing to restrict his air flow. 


Their friends cries were heard by the losers as they began panicked 
chattering between them, eddies repeating mantra of “oh my god, oh 
my god, oh god” prevailing above the rest of the noise. Stan ever the 
logical one was trying to get everyone to stay calm as bev and Ben 
discusses with bill whether they could call the police, an ambulance, 
anyone to go and help their friend. 

Connor finished with Richie and pulled up both of their respective 
underwear and jeans, not bothering to replace the shirt he had torn 
off the now whimpering man pinned to the counter. “Jesus you never 
shut the fuck it do you, you fucking whore!” He yelled, pulling Richie 
up harshly. 

He took a shuddering breath and began to apologise “I’m sorry I’l-“ 
being cut off once again as he was kicked in the back of the legs, 
forcing him to collapse into a kneeling position. 

Connor moved to stand in front of the kneeling brunette and 
crouching in front of him. A harsh slap was issued as he whimpered 
at the hand now tugging his head back to look at the other. 

“ I think it’s time to shut you up for good, dontcha think? Maybe it’ll 
stop you eating when you shouldn’t too. Wouldn’t that be good 
baby?” He asked. The other trembled under his hands but didn’t 
reply. 

“I asked you a question Richie, won't you answer me baby?” He 
asked, tone the softest it had been since he’d gotten home. Richie 
blinked a few times before shakily nodding his head as he added a 
“yes Connor”, voice delicate. 

A quick ‘good boy’ was uttered and a kiss that Richie leaned into 
pressed into his forehead. Connor stood and released the shaking 
man, but he still didn’t dare move as the other quickly rifled through 
a draw before producing a needle and some thick embroidery thread. 
He held it up to the light whilst approaching the man on the floor. 


The lanky man scrambled backwards in fear begging yet again “no 
please I’m sorry, lll not eat again! I promise Pll be good! Please 
please don’t Connor! Babe please” 

A sadistic smile graced Connor’s face as he didn’t bother to reply, a 
chuckle coming from deep in his throat as they came to a corner. 
Richie was trapped powerless to stop him. 

“Shhhh baby, be good, let me help you” was uttered, too softly for 
what was about to happen. 

A whimper was given in response as Richie flailed about on the floor 
before his legs were sat on and his wrists grabbed in one hand. 
“Please babe, you don’t have t- “ a kiss was pressed to his lips and he 
instinctively closed his eyes, leaning into the kiss. 

If he was being kissed Connor wouldn’t do anything, kissing was a 
good distraction, keep him kissing, his mind desperately provides but 
it was too late as the lips on his retracted and before he could even 
open his eyes a needle was jammed into the corner of one of his lips. 
He screamed, tears he hadn’t noticed building up in his eyes finally 
spilling. He tried to flail and get away but his frail fame was no 
match against his boyfriend and a sickening crack was heard in his 
arm. He kept screaming until a hand pressed his jaw closed and the 
needle pressed into his other lip, in line with the others puncture 
wound and thread was pulled through. 

“The more you struggle the more it’ll hurt baby, be a good boy, be 
quiet and stay still” for once he did as instructed, some part of him 
knowing it was true, that it was much better for him to just let it 
happen. And so he did, to the best of his ability, whines and 
whimpers escaping him, the occasional sob threatening to rip the 
stitches straight through his lips. Soon enough he blacked out. 

When he came to Connor had just finished the last stitch and pressed 
another kiss to his forehead. “Good boy Richie, you’re so good for 
me.” He praised. He lifted him and carried him back to the barstool 
at the island, and Richie flopped over onto the counter, not caring 
about the blood that dropped from his mouth to the papers below 
him. Connor retracted his arms from him, jostling the clearly snapped 
wrist bones as he placed them onto the counter too, drawing a pained 
noise from the exhausted man. “I’m gonna run out and get some 
diesel to take the edge off for you Richie baby. I’ll be back into an 
hour ok? “. He said gently as Richie raised his head to nod. His chin 
was captured by a large hand and he was pulled towards the other 
for a kiss on the cheek. Richie half attempted a smile but quickly 


stopped as it pulled on the stitches keeping his lips tightly together, 
instead whimpering as he closed his eyes and leaned into the contact. 
He was gently placed back onto the counter and Connor crouched 
down. He briefly registered as something tied his left leg to the 
footrest of the stool and Connor turned to leave. 

Several minutes passed with Richie slumped over, breathing deeply 
as tears leaked from his eyes and his head pounding from the pain. 
Slowly he raised his good arm to push himself up from the surface. 
His hand made contact with the keyboard pressing some keys as he 
slowly raised himself. 

His blood ran cold at the chorus of “Richie!” That came from the 
laptop. Shit. He didn’t mute it! Now they were going to see! They 
were going to know how pathetic and broken he was! 

He slowly opened his eyes to look at the screen that had 
automatically pulled back up the face time. He was greeted with a 
stunned silence as tears started to fall from his eyes more rapidly 
then. He looked up to try and prevent it when he heard bev say “I’m 
calling him an ambulance” as she pulled out a phone. His attention 
immediately snapped back to the screen as he shook his head 
adamantly. 

Stan looked at him and shook his head “Rich you need help, this isn’t 
right” he stated gently. Still Richies head shook vigorously 

He used his good hand to pull up the group chat 

* he loves me’ 

‘ he’s just helping me!’ 

All the losers looked heartbroken as the messages came through. 

Bev looked at him, putting the phone down for a moment “ Richie 
honey, that’s not what love is. Let us help you honey, you don’t 
deserve this” 

Richie shook his head, he refused to believe it. A sob tore from his 
throat and the motion of his lips uncontrollably parting slightly 
tugged on the stitches. His hand flew up to cover his mouth. 

Richie was so pained and emotional that he didn’t notice as mike 
snuck away to make a phone call. 

“Richie” came a firm but gentle voice, pulling him out from the foggy 
ness of the pain. He trusted that voice. It had been ingrained in his 
mind for so long he didn’t even think about it. Trust that voice. Listen 
to it. “ who is he? Tell us about him” 

Eddie. It was Eddie speaking to him. He nodded, breathing still harsh 
and panicked, tears slowing in their steady steam down his face. He 


began to type with his good hand again 

‘Connor Bowers’ 

Bill looked shocked “Bowers?!” He exclaimed, making Richie flinch 
so violently he nearly fell off the stool. 

“Bill!” Came a harsh whisper shout. It was Ben. He was sat with his 
arm around Beverly, silently soothing her as they shared the screen 
Eddie shook his head and continued “how long have you been with 
him rich?” He asked, voice steady although his face showed he was 
anything but. 

Richie had to take a moment and a glance at the date on the 
computer before he typed out his reply”since the last year of college” 
he typed. 

Stan looked at the screen, unimpressed but still concerned “and you 
didn’t think to tell us?” 

Richie bowed his head as he typed out ‘I’m sorry’ and hitting send. 
None of the losers got the chance to reply to that before there was a 
loud bang. 

“Richie let me in! The cops are outside! What did you do this time 
you little shit!” Connors enraged voice called alongside banging on 
the door. 

Richie whined and shivered as he looked to the camera, a silent but 
completely understood ‘what did you do?!’ Showing in his eyes, 
before he pushed up on the good arm, sliding his feet from the 
footrest and standing. He tried to move towards the door, to help his 
boyfriend but his leg was tied tightly to the stool, which was bolted 
to the ground. He knew it was pointless but he didn’t stop to struggle 
before the banging ceased and the shouting faded as Connor had his 
rights recited to him. Next the door began to rattle and soon the 
telltale sound of the door unlocking was heard. 

Richies desperate scramble to the door ceased and he immediately 
began in the other direction, shaking his head as his whole body 
trembled. Stood up Richies torn shirt unveiled cuts and scars to the 
losers, and a glimpse of a tattoo that looks suspiciously like it started 
with a C on his side. 

Soon paramedics began to file into the room as Richie yanked on his 
restraint, trying to move away from them as he raised both arms to 
shield his face, right hand hanging limply due to his injury. The 
paramedics began to speak but Richie couldn’t focus on the voices. 
Everything just screamed ‘get away’ in his head and as the closest one 
slowly advanced it only got louder. He began to flail his arms about 


as they reached arms distance and the paramedics suddenly seemed 
to realise Richie wasn’t going to just stop and realise they wanted to 
help. They shared a glance and he faintly herd that trusted voice 
again. It seemed they talked to each other briefly before the trusted 
voice cut through the noise and Richie stopped struggling. 

“Richie, calm down it’s okay” he stated softly “these people are 
gonna help you, like me and bev did when we went to the clubhouse 
at night. Just like when your mom and dad came home early. these 
people are gonna help you, and we’re all gonna come over to take 
over from them as soon as possible. Right guys?” 

The rest of the losers gave various agreements and he noticed one of 
the paramedics beginning to crouch, arms raised. Even though the 
posture is non threatening, Richie flinched and just focused on 
forcing out a hum of agreement as a hand gently grazed his ankle 
where it was tied to the stool. He didn’t realise but he was shaking, 
and the sudden release of pressure on his ankle caused him to fall to 
the floor. 

People surged forward to help him but stoped as he shook his head 
vigorously. When he realised no one was going to approach him 
again he stood up himself, ignoring the hand offered to him. 

“You’re alright ‘Chie , it’s gonna be o-“ he was cut of by Richie 
rapidly turning towards the door. It was being pounded against 
again. 

The pounding was accompanied by screaming “Richie! Why won’t 
you come help me! Don’t you love me! Richie how could you do this 
to me!” 

Richie tried to run to the door, but was stopped by the paramedics, 
his skin and bone body too weak to fight back as he collapsed, vision 
fading to black. 


